OOO OOO OOO 
A POETICAL EBISTEE, 


From a Young Lady, in Loxpox, who loſt her Portmantua, 


To Miis SoPHIA Boos, 


— 


DEAR Sor HA, attend 


Sad news from a friend; 


No Riddle—it's ſomething that's worſe; 


I could tell vou in proſe, 
That I've loſt all my cloaths, 
But I think I will write it in verſe, 


Oh! Loxpon---vile place! 
I am brought to diſgrace 
By that ſcene of confuſion and ovit-; 
My money all ſpent; 
I have cauſe to lament ! 
And my portmantua gone to the dl. 


I've loſt my new ſacque, 
The beſt to my back; 

A filk, quite in taſte you'll ſuppoſe; ; 
With ſhifts by the dozen ; | 
So now, my dear couſin, 

I fear I muſt ſhiſt without cloaths. 


My gowns+--oh! the duce ; 
My coloeur depuce ! 
I forgot that was gone with the reſt : 
Vexatious indeed ! 
But *tis part of my creed, 
That all things turn out for the beſt, 


My petticoats too ! 

(Tell me what I ſhall do) 
For ttis really a ſet ious affair! 

As to going without, 

©Twill look auk ward, ro doubt. 
And, beſide, it will make people ſtare! 


How provoking to loſe 
All my ſtockings and ſhoes ! 
For me, who loves gadding about : 
Moſt of all theſe were new; 
('Pon my honour 'tis true) 
And the reſt were not quarter worn out. 


Every handkerchief gone, 
Silk, cambric, and lawn; 
Yet trouble muſt never appear | 
For if I ſhould cry, 
Not a white one have I, 
That's handſome, to wipe off a tear | 
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ow a tippet, or cher; ; 
I am in ſuch pucker 
For ſomething * wear round my neck ; 
That the fellows, who guels 
The mind by the dreſs, 


Will think I am quite at their beck, 


No apron to wear, 
I vow and declare | 


"Muſt manage like grandmother Eve; 3 


Sow fig- leaves together, 
In very warm weather ; 


In cold, lie in bed, I believe. 


My head appears plain, 

Unincumbet'd with brain; 
My heart loves an innocent joke! 

So I vow and proteſt 

I'll have my heir dieſt, 


And then Lell put on a long cloak. 


The people who try 
To comfort wg: cry 
« Lord bleſs me! you make ſuch a pother; 
l m ſure I'd not fret; 
« is time enough yet; 
You'll hear of it une day or other. 


% Philcſophy, too, 

& Should ſatisfy you, 

Or viitue is only pretence; 
„If rrifles, like theſe, 

“ Your ſpirits can teize, 


«© What ſignifies all your good ſenſe ?* 
To talk in this ſtrain, 


Is fooliſh and vain; 
No comfort I find on this head; 
So, often we meet 
Good Senſe in the ſtreet, „ 
And Philoſophy, ſighing for Wil A 
You'll own here's enough 
Of nonſenſical tuff; 
Rejoice I have fniſhd my letter, 
And agree with me, hon, 
I ſhould never touch 


Unleſs I could write acting better, 


* 


FOWLER, PRINTER, SILVER-STREET, SALISBURY. 


NOONE ONES 


| ” * 
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